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(4) 
An ODE 


To the KING, on his Return 
from New- Market. 


Lt. 4 — ac 


——— ——— 


E T all our Feares, let all our Murmures ceaſe, 
The Br:iti/h Halcyon comes with Peace. | 

Safe He Returnes, defir'd, and bleſt, } 

Our Union ripening in his Royal Breaſt. 

| He comes to toil that We may Reſt. J 
England's Hope and Rome's Deſpair, 
Earth's delight, and Heaven's care! 
To all our Joy, our Safety's come ! 
Ever wellcome, wellcome Home ! | 
Wellcome as Day's reviving Light, 
After diſmal Dreames by Nigar ; | 
Chear us, ſave us with thy Sight / ak 
With thy bleſt ſight, to all thy Subjects dear, 
Cure a trembling Nation's Fear. 
Break out again in thy Youth's God-like Form, 
And with an A4/{-reftoring Ray 
Diſpell the black Impending Storm, 

| And drive the gathering Clouds away, Et 
Oh ſole ſupport in dark deſpairingdayes/ [thy Praiſe / 
What Muſe divine ſhall ſing our Love, what Angel-Quire 
Juſt to thy Friends beſt Refuge of thy Foes / © 
Our weary floating WHle's-Repole /- 
For all Diſtra&tions, every publick Grief, 
Thou often try'd, Thou only fure Relief! 
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If Hell aljau ja i ſp dew, 
Or Heaven'sRod reach ſamhe ppeciougPert ;. 
'Tis-We that: jn thy rn Lg 184 Jo 
In all thy pains we ſmart. 
Thy Safety's Ours, Ours is thy Health ;_ 
Propofovr Faith / Guard of-onr Wealth $ 
The Cordial that with Fate daes ſtrivs,. 
And ſtill keeps Liberty ative © 
At the laſt gaſp does fainting Hope rdieve ! 

Devoted England's kind Reprieve! 
Her daily Prayer; her chief Endeavour !. 
Out-live our Feares, | Q Live forever ! 

Ever Live,  agd ever Reign ! 
By thy Sovereigue healing Touch 
Cloſe our gaping Waunds again. 
Nor think thy tendernefieroo much. 
{na common Father's Love,. 
Copy him that rules Above. 
Equal, like his Showers on AU, 
Both Good and Bad, thy-Juſtice fall. 
What rhy Star promisd, let-thy Reign fulfi;l, 
And Mercy be thy Favourite Virtue {1ll. 
Mercy, when all Forcg had fail'd, 
O're thy conquering Foes prevaild - 
Did a loſt Kingdom, mad with Jealouhie, redlaum 3 |}. 

O keep: ang rule it by. the ſame! | - 

That Virtue of.thy Blood cannever---never be to blame: z. 
Take to thy-Boſome this repenting Wife, 
And whom Heaven jaines None dare to fever ! 
No fawoing Fiend advance new ſtrife, 
Or under-ſhows to guard thy Life, 
Thy Death afreſh endeavaur ; 
Out-live our Feares, O Live for-ever ! 
Happy keep us ſtill, and. free, . 
We no Succeſſppy with. to ſeg. 
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